PART iv         MOTHER AND SON            627

For a moment the only person who greeted
her was the very decent woman who opened the
door. She knew that her ancient enemy, Mrs,
Ponder, had been dead now three years of a fever.
She gave the woman a quick friendly glance.

* Thank you/ she said, smiling.

Then her very next move, instinctive, almost
unknown to herself, was to step forward, still
holding Adam by the hand, and put a picture that
hung crooked on the wall straight again.

' That's better/ she said.

It was an old picture that she knew well, of a
huntsman leaping a little ditch. She gave it a
friendly little pat.

Then Jennifer came out from the parlour.

' Judith! I didn't know------' she cried; but even

then she came forward a little slowly, a little
lazily, as though she were but half awake.

She was not as handsome as she had been;
she was middle-aged now, as Judith was, but she
was still a very remarkable woman, carrying her-
self with the same old dignity and grandeur, and
her hair, untouched with grey, was of the same
superb darkness. She was wearing a coloured
bodice of orange over a white skirt. The
orange sleeves, puffed and slashed, were very
fine. But Judith saw at once that the dress was
a little slatternly, and that her cheeks were painted.
Her eyes, too, were weary, not with quite the old
affectation of sleepiness. There was real fatigue,
disappointment, unhappiness there.

She towered over Judith and the little boy.
She bent down and kissed Judith.